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Summary: A story about finding what you're looking for and the road 
that leads you there. Starts a few weeks after Eliot goes home to see 
his dad. This is the story behind the one-shot I posted a couple 
weeks ago. Sorry, I really, really suck in summery... I just never 
know what to write. 


I Don't Dance 

* *Disclaimer : I don't own Leverage.** 
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><pXstrong>I Don't Dance <strong> 
**Prologue** 
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><p>Bathed in gray predawn light, the Columbia River lay stretched 
out before him, as Eliot made his way across the sand and stone of 
the river bar toward the water's edge. A light mist rose from the 
dark waters, spiraling upward in long gray fingers, as if eager to 
meet the sun that had yet to reach over the tall timber lining the 
banks of the river. The sound of sand and gravel crunching under his 
feet and rush of water the only sounds to be heard besides the 
occasional cry of an osprey or some other bird of prey.<p> 

He held a fly fishing pole in one hand. A thermos of hot coffee hung 
from the fingers of his other. He had come prepared to spend the 
majority of the day and hike further up the river if the mood struck 
him . 

It was the perfect time of day and the time Eliot liked best. Just 
before the sun slipped over the trees and the world had fully 
awakened. He had explored many mornings like this since the team had 
relocated to Portland. Sometimes he slipped away for an early morning 



hike and watched the sunrise from the top of one of the falls along 
this same river or some other precipice as it crested the mountains; 
other times he went fishing like today. 

Reaching the River's edge, he knelt and laid his pole on the ground, 
slipping the medium sized backpack he wore from his shoulders, he 
unzipped it and shoved the thermos inside, then set it on the ground. 
His gaze skimmed over the panorama before him. His attention settled 
on a large stump, on the opposite bank, left there by the rush of 
water when the snow caps melted earlier in the year, and the dark 
pool it overhung. 

Pole in hand, he made his way in that direction. His mind drifted 
back a few weeks in time to the real reason why he was out here this 
morning. He was okay, he really was for the most part. He was 
surrounded by the people he cared about most and that cared about 
him. The problem was, once you opened a door to the past, it 
sometimes made it harder to shut. 

He had gone home to finally make things right, nervous about how his 
father would react after all this time. Eliot hadn't known what to 
expect, but he had never expected his father to not answer the door. 
Bill Spencer had always been hot headed and prideful. He never 
admitted when he was wrong or said sorry. Both of those traits were 
things he had inherited from his father. Eliot wasn't prideful 
anymore. Not in that way anyway, but by the time that part of him had 
changed, it felt like there was far too many years of water under 
that particular bridge to even try. 

Still, he had hoped there was some way they could just put the past 
in the past and start over. Ear from the angry young man he had been 
all those years ago, he had hoped his father had changed too. 

His father obviously didn't want him in his life and he had been 
prepared for that outcome. But not opening the door was another type 
of dismissal altogether and he hadn't been prepared for that. It hurt 
worse than any angry words ever could have or even if his father had 
opened the door and promptly slammed it in his face. His emotions 
were raw to begin with and as he stood there waiting, it felt like 
someone shoved a knife in his gut and twisted the blade. 

When he returned to Portland two days later, he had his emotions in 
check. He had had the whole long drive back from Oklahoma to do 
that . 

He hadn't said anything about where he was going before he left, but 
he was pretty certain they all suspected. No one asked. They all 
wanted to, he could see the concern and questions in every pair of 
eyes that greeted him, but no one did. 

Even Parker, who usually didn't understand the concept of boundaries 
refrained. In the end, it was Nate that broke the silence when he 
said "glad you're back." 

Shoving the thoughts from his mind, Eliot stepped into the river, 
feeling its coolness through the neoprene material of his boots. 
Unhooking his fly from one of the line guides on the pole as he edged 
further into the water, he kept his attention on the dark pool a few 
feet away. 



Seeing the telltale red crest of steelhead just below the surface of 
the water, he pulled some slack from the reel, holding it lightly in 
his left hand, he cast. One fluid motion, first back over his 
shoulder, then forward. Finding his rhythm, Eliot repeated the 
action, watching as his fly skimmed across the top of the 
water . 

**Thanks for reading!** 


End 
f lie . 



